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The Thing That Should Not Be 


Author's Notes: 

I've had this idea for a while now, just needed to write it. This isn't really a Metallica fix excluding the first 
chapter, which is pathetically short. 

"Pass me a cigarette," 

"Kay" 


"Thanks." 


"So whaddaya want? Why are we in here, this is a weird fuckin’ place to practice." Dave asked, a small smile 
making it's way onto his freckled face. James shifted uncomfortably, the two were sitting cross legged in the 


back of the van, away from Lars and Cliff. 


James was silent. He looked down sadly. The redhead kissed James on the cheek happily, whilst James blew 


smoke from his lips. Dave's smiled faded away and his nose wrinkled, his green eyes filled with worry. He 


squeezed James’ hand, and didn't let go. "What?" 


"Dave," He pulled his hand away, out of Dave's grip, and stubbed out his cigarette against the floor of the 
dirty van. "You're out of the band." 


The ginger remained still and didn't say a word, before chuckling softly. "Kay. | thought we had practice, why 


are we still-" 

‘I'm serious, Dave. You're out of the band. l'm sorry." 

Dave's grin turned into a straight line, and he looked emotionlessly at James. He just stared. 

"You're not joking?" He asked softly, yet surprisingly calm. 

‘Listen, man.. I'm sorry. | didn't want to have to do it, but | didn't have any other choice. Lars wanted me to-" 


"Why?" Dave whispered almost silently. His face looked as if he was sick, and was going to vomit at any 


moment. 
"lm sorry-" 
"Do you love me?" 


James clenched his eyes shut and looked down, his blonde locks covered his face. He was upset, and there was 


no way to deny it. He opened his blue orbs and looked at the expression of nothingness on the guitarists face. 


Dave drew his legs to his chest, hugging himself. "You don't love me anymore. You said you'd love me forever. 


You said we would tour the world and become famous," Dave mumbled almost emotionlessly. 
‘Its not gonna work, Dave, I'm sorry-" 


"No. You're not sorry. Don't talk to me." Dave paused and stood up with his head down, careful not to hit it 
against the top of the vehicle. 


| have a few hundred bucks, we figured you wouldn't have enough to make it on your own." He said after a 


seemingly never ending silence. They made no eye contact, and Dave stood up and opened the two back doors. 


They fucking planned it, Dave thought to himself. James dropped a wad of cash into Dave's hand, fearfully 
turning his head down. 


"So, this is it? No warring?" Dave asked, looking at his shoes. 


"Dave," James spoke his now ex-lover's name softly, with a hint of guilt and pain laced into his raspy voice. He 


leaned into Dave's face to kiss him one last time, but Dave snapped his head back, as if he was going to hurt 


him. 

Dave hissed. "Don't," He looked at James sadly, and began to walk away, pocketing the money. He could hear the 
engine of the van start, as it drove off. Dave was homeless, now- on the street, with only a couple hundred in 
cash. No job, no friends, and now- no love. He was on his own, now. Tears flowed down his cheek. 


His heart ached as he walked down the desolate street, searching for something that didn't exist- 


Yet. 


Black Magic 


It had been three days since he was kicked out of the band; three days since James had broken his heart- and 
three days of sleeping in a shitty motel until he could find a job and a real place to crash. Jobless Dave was 
not a good thing, and until he could find one, the cash was only spent on necessities, such as food and water- 


with an exception to this occasion. 

The ginger walked through the grocery store, pushing the cart quickly through each isle, trying to be as fast 
as humanly possible. The risk of running into the Metallica guys was high, and he swore to God- one of them 
would leave with a black eye if they dared to walk anywhere near him. 

His eyes scanned different isles for his golden prize, 


Alcohol. 


Four six packs, a bottle of Jack, and Fireball. Dave licked his plump lips and threw it into the cart. It wouldn't 


last him long- but it was worth every cent. 
He strolled his cart over to the check-out stand and the clerk raised an eyebrow at him. Dave sneered. 


"The fuck you looking at?" He scowled and ran a hand through his shaggy, copper curls, glaring at the clerk 


intensely. 


The man quickly looked away, all though he was slightly taller than Dave, and looked reasonably taller- he was 
intimidated by the guitarists attitude. 


"Ah, nothing man.. Just wondering, you in a band?" He asked while bagging some of his booze up. 
Dave cringed. "Metallica" The long haired brunette beamed. 


"Cool! I've seen you guys a few times at a bar by the coast," He paused and handed Dave a receipt. "Twenty- 


nine eighty." 


He scowled and shoved his hands into his pockets, putting a scrunched up twenty dollar bill, with a bunch of 
quarters into his hand. "Here, uh." Dave squinted at the pin that had his name his name printed. "Nick. See ya 
round.” And with that, he simply left his cart there, hearing the clerk cuss at him, he snickered. 


He sang to himself as he walked out of the store, nodding his head to non-existent beat. He swung the bags 
back and forth lightly, whistling the vocal part of ‘Breaking the Law' by Judas Priest. It was dark outside, and 
the moonlight flooded the busy streets, making him only a shadow caught in the hustle of San Francisco. 


When all cars reached a halt, he began to walk across the street, even though the light was green, eliciting a 


response of honks and angry cab drivers shouting angry nothings at him. Dave looked forward at them and 


waved at them while laughing. 


Two more blocks to go, all though by now, he just wanted to fucking sit down. There was a chain of stores 


along the way, most of which he showed no interest in- until he came across something that made him stop. 


In difference to the other shops, this one was painted a dark shade of black, and the windows were covered 


from the inside, so he couldn't see inside. A big sign that was held up against the door, read ‘Magik’. 


Oh boy, 32 year old virgins who live with their moms- Dave wanted to be able to roll his eyes and laugh at 
the store, but couldn't. He was oddly drawn to it, and decided to walk in 


To his surprise, it wasn't what he expected. More or less, filled with voodoo dolls, different books, and 
pentagrams. Everywhere. Pentagram necklaces, books with pentagrams on them, fuck, they were even spray 
painted onto the walls. 


"You lookin’ for something?" 


Dave jumped slightly and turned to a man sitting behind a cash register- he looked familiar; long, brown hair, a 


slight mustache, and a fiend skull tattooed on his arm. 
Cliff. 


Dave's eyes widened, and he began to walk out of the shop, but again- he couldn't! He literally fucking couldn't 


leave! He couldn't force his body to leave the store. 
"Dave? That you?" 


Dave turned back around and glared at the man who looked rather friendly in comparison to him. Dave scowled 
and looked at the wall. "What? You gonna kick me outta here, too?" 


The brunette shook his head. "You do know | didn't kick you out, dude, right? | didn't even know you were out of 
the band until yesterday.” 


Dave's expression of anger sizzled away and was replaced by one of confusion "What?" 


Cliff nodded. "James hasn't been showing up to our practices after that. | haven't heard from him in a while. 
I'm pretty sure we're falling apart, dude." He sighed and leaned against the wall. 


Good, Dave thought to himself, but didn't say anything. He felt as if a new page in his life had been turned to, 


and it didn't involve being in a band. But- he would have to start another one. 


Dave walked closer to Cliff, and shifted uncomfortably from the weight of the bags in his hands. "So you work 


at a fuckin’.." He paused and looked around the shop, examining its contents once again. "Witchcraft store, now?" 
The bassist chuckled and leaned against the counter. "No. I've been working here long before | was in Metallica," 
He chuckled while looking at Dave. "Figured it wasn't important to talk about, or you guys would tease me. | 
dunno. Anyways.. Why the hell are you in here?" He asked curiously. 


Dave shrugged. "Not sure. Place looked interesting, | guess." 


Cliff laughed again, and in the dim lighting of the store, his facial features looked almost evil. "Yup. | consider it 
to be kinda interesting myself," He said with a grin 


"So you're into this shit?" The redhead asked, a blank expression on his face. 


"Satanism," Cliff spoke while revealing an upside-down star necklace, with a goat inside of it. He tucked it back 


under his shirt. 
Dave felt a spark of interest ignite inside of him. "Does it work?" 


Cliff wrinkled his nose. "You mean, like, the spells? Yeah. For the most part." He replied while pulling a big, black 


book out and placing it in front of Dave. The redhead was in awe. 

"This is mostly black magic spells, some specifically Satanic stuff." He said while flipping through the book. 

Dave placed his bags onto the floor and leaned against the counter. "Cool." 

"Sure is, or, at least in my opinion" Cliff said, while shutting the book gently. There were no words on the 
raven-colored book, only another upside-down star with a goat in the middle, and a circle around it. There were 
no words, and a thick coat of dust covered it. 


"How much is it?" 


Cliff sighed "I don't think you'd be ready for this, Dave.. There's some seriously fucked up shit in here, and 


you don't know what you could bring-" 

‘ll take it," Dave said abruptly, and placed a wad of cash on the counter, assuming that it would be more than 
enough to pay for it. Something had him locked on that book- drawn to it, and he didn't know why. He wanted 
to figure it out. 


Cliff turned around both directions, making sure no other employees or customers were in there, and there 
weren't. He pushed it towards Dave, and dropped the cash back in his hand. "You can have it for free, dude." 


Dave looked at him, surprised. "Really? Why?" 


Cliff shifted a bit. "Because, | know you're in a tough spot right now, Dave. And it's more money than you gave 
me, so just take it, man" 


Dave smiled brightly. "Really? Thanks, dude!" He took back his money and shoved it into his pocket, and than put 
the heavy book into one of the bags of alcohol. 


"But be careful, Dave. I'm serious. You shouldn't mess around with this stuff, it's serious. You could get 
yourself in a lotta trouble." He warned him, looking at Dave seriously. 


Dave frowned. "Of course I'll be careful, don't worry about it!" The ginger turned around, ready to leave the 


store. He turned back around quickly. "Oh, and again, thanks," 
Cliff winked at him. "No problemo, just don't tell anyone. By anyone, | mean my boss." 


Dave laughed lightly, at least he was on much better terms with Cliff, now. He waved and walked out of the 


store, eager to get back to his room and examine the contents of this book. 


